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When first there grew debate upon our match
(Which I could pray now with too tardy tongue
That God had given you force to break indeed),
And were of counsel with him afterward
In David's bloodshed, and betrayed of him
Into mine hand again for perfect fear,
Fear and false heart; even before these, I say,
Whose threefold memory of him so must knit
Their hearts to his, there shall he plead, and say
if he have aught against me blameworthy,
Or what he would; so shall he be displayed
And we in the eyes of all men justified
That simply deal with him and honourably,
Not as by cunning or imperious hand,
But plain as with an equal.

BothwelL                          By my head,

Your counsel, madam, is more than man's poor wit

Murray.   It may do  well: would all were well

indeed!

I see no clearer way than this of yours
Nor of more peaceful promise.    I will go
To bid my friends together of the lords
Who will be counselled of me, and to show
Your purpose righteous : so I take my leave.    [Exit.

Queen.    Is not that light red oversea ?

Bothwell                              .              Blood-red,

Queen.    The wind has fallen j but there the clouds

come up ;
We shall not sail to-day.

Bothwett.                        No j here will be
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